XIII
The Raven
UPON the red crag of my heart his gorgeous pinions came to rest where year by year with curious art he piles the faggots of his nest, old forest antlers lichen-hoary and driftwood fished from lunar seas that once had blossomed with the lory and trumpeted the golden bees: And steeper yet he stacks the pyre to tempt the forked, cremating fire to strike, to kindle, and consume: till answering beacons shall attest that fire is in the Raven's nest and resurrection in the tomb.
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